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oh, my sweet one, how lovely you are in that dress!—if it
turns out that there's been something wrong with the roof all
these years. But you wait—my angel—till you hear my great
news! I've not told a soul yet. You'll be the first."
At this she bent down and pulled up first one and then the
other of the most scarlet stockings that Wizzie had ever seen.
Her stockings were the only finery Thuella had on that day.
For the rest she wore her working-smock and a long faded skirt.
"Tell me about it now," whispered Wizzie, trying to throw
more eagerness into her tone than she felt.
"No, no—it's too important for now. I've got to get them
their tea in a minute. Look at the clock!"
"Listen, 'Thel,' " said Wizzie abruptly. "May I stay the
night with you ? I've told D. I might?"
The elder girl jumped to her feet and clapped her hands.
"Have you really? Oh what joy, what joy! We'll talk and
talk! Thafs when I'll tell you what's happened—when we're
in bed and all's quiet—oh, you dear, how sweet of you!" And
she threw her arms round her.
Their embrace, to which Wizzie, in her present mood of
warmth and nervous recovery, responded more sympatheti-
cally than usual, was interrupted by two distinct knocks at the
door in the hallway, followed by a third, a little louder. "It's
Uryen!" cried Thuella. "That's his signal!" Leaving the door
open behind her, so that Wizzie saw all she did, she answered
the three knocks by three quick taps from her side and, ad-
mitting the man into the hallway, led him straight into the
kitchen. Here, the minute he was safely inside, and they were
all three together, she locked the door again.
The big man was in a terribly excited state. "Don't let me—"
he gasped as soon as he was inside. "But it's a good thing"
—and he lowered his voice to an inaudible whisper—"that I'm
the	"   Wizzie felt completely at a loss what to say to him,
at a loss to understand what had brought him here or what
notion he'd got now into his disordered brain. She was also
completely in the dark as to how far Thuella comprehended
his manias. They all three hesitated for the flicker of a second,
standing together in front of the warm stove; and then, in the
spontaneous and instinctive way natural enough when a couple
of young women are standing in a formidable man's presence,
Thuella took possession of Wizzie's hand.

